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chasuble, and the Indian poncho), The women,
sitting in front of their slabs of rock salt and piles
of frozen potatoes or bananas from the hot
provinces, also sell pharmaceutic roots, bundles
of coca, and big mushrooms, split with a hatchet,
that are used for fuel. I learnt to judge these
ladies' age by the number of garments that they
wore, as one judges the age of a tree when it is
felled by the concentric rings.

These Indians have the immobile beauty of the
Andes. With one look they would show us their
contempt or, in turning away, their dislike. They
puff out their chests, distended by the rarefied air.
Their faces are the colour of dried blood, of war-
tattooing, the colour of the convulsive monsters
in primitives of the Fujiwara School, the colour
of those congested persons who march round
Etruscan vases or who appear as demons on
Tibetan banners.
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